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My Poor Brain 


Nate thought that the best thing about being on stage, apart from the buzz of playing live, was that he got 
to watch Chris all night without looking like he was ogling him. He was ogling of course but it didn't look like he 
was. He loved the way Chris moved, loved the serious expression on his face when he was concentrating, loved 
it more when his face broke into that cheeky smile when he glanced in Nate's direction 


| shouldnt be thinking about Chris like this, he's my friend, my band mafe. 


Tonight Chris was wearing faded black jeans that were fitted in all the right places and a tight white t-shirt 
that Nate knew would become semi transparent as the night wore on and it became soaked with Chris's sweat. 


Nate was looking forward to that when it happened. 


Chris smiled at him as they waited in the wings, Nate smiled back and tried to push the image of Chris soaked 
in sweat from his mind. On the other side of the stage Dave and Taylor had arms draped around each other 


as they waited, Nate wished he had the nerve to drape himself over Chris but he knew he would make a fool 
of himself if he tried. The house lights dimmed, Chris gave Nate one last smile and then he was walking out on 
stage to the screams of thousands of fans. 


bad brain, stop it 


It was around the time of the band introductions that Chris's shirt started to become transparent, Nate 
caught glimpses of the tattoos through the wet fabric, he knew what the tattoos looked like but somehow 


seeing them through sweat soaked cotton made them far sexier. 


Stop it brain, stop making me thinking about peeling that wet shirt from his body and licking the sweat off his chest. 


By the end of the show the shirt clung to Chris and was nearly totally transparent, Nate had to stop himself 
from staring as they walked to the edge of the stage for the Foo bow. He slipped his arm around Chris, his 
fingers resting on the word lust from the tattoo on his stomach, and he felt shivers run up his spine as Chris 
wound his arm around Nate. He wanted the bow to last forever, wanted to keep his arm around Chris, wanted 


to feel the guitarist hugging him close. 


enough, quit thinking about Chris 


Dave and Taylor turned to walk off stage with Dave's arm slung across Taylor's shoulders, no one ever 
thought it was odd so why should it matter if Nate had his arm across Chris's shoulders. Chris turned away, 
Nate swallowed hard and before he could change his mind he placed his arm over Chris. The guitarist looked up 
at him, the bright blue eyes glittering under the stage lights, he laughed and grabbed Nate's wrist that was 
hanging from his shoulder. 


It wasn't often that they played two nights at the same venue but tonight was the first night of a double 
header in New York which meant that they could go back to the hotel and relax rather than jump on a bus or 
plane heading to the next town. Nate sat next to Chris in the car ride back to the hotel his thigh pressed up 
against Chris's. 


| can feel his body heat, its burning a hole in my leg, What if | placed my hand on his thigh....what if | just rested it 


Back in at the hotel the band went up to their rooms to shower and change, Nate decided a cold shower was in 
order he needed something to cool him down. He stepped under the icy water and began to wash off the stage 
induced sweat. 


And now Im thinking about Chris in the shower...he's naked and his hands are soaping himself down..Jesus fucking 
christ Im thinking about Chris naked...please stop brain, this is so wrong 


Nate sat at the bar and asked for a double whisky straight up, he downed it in one mouthful and ordered 
another. Chris appeared and sat next to him, he was dressed in another pair of tight jeans and another tight 


fitting t-shirt, blue this time. He smiled at Nate and ordered himself a double whisky. 


He has amazing lips, | bet he's a great kisser......those lips look so fucking kissable..shit, Im not going to think about 
kissing Chris..do you hear me brain? No more thoughts of kissing Chris 


Nate tried not to look at Chris as they sat drinking at the bar but the sight of his tattoos poking out from 
under his shirt sleeves gave Nate serious shivers. Chris was talking about something, but Nate wasn't really 
listening, Chris downed his drink then licked his lips and Nate completely lost track of the conversation 


How would it feel to have that tongue licking my cock? That tongue lapping at my balls would be so fucking 
delicious... shit, please brain make it fucking stop. 


Nate gabbled about the hotel, the show, the fucking weather, anything to keep his mind occupied on normal 
things. Dave wandered over and ordered a drink, he stood talking for a while shooting the breeze, telling jokes. 
Nate laughed at the jokes, Dave was quite a comedian, Chris laughed too, his eyes shining with laughter. 


thinking about Chris coming...give it up brain for fucks sake. 


Nate finished his drink, he had to go to bed, couldn't spend another minute with Chris or he was going to say, 
or even worse do something stupid. Chris looked disappointed that Nate was calling off early, he smiled softly 
and hugged Nate good night. Nate hugged him back holding him a good few seconds longer than was really 
necessary but it felt good to have Chris in his arms. He broke the hug and practically ran to his room flinging 
himself on the bed. 


Í wish Chris was here on the bed with me, Id remove his clothes, kiss him all over, run my tongue over his sweet 


me think about Chris, JUST FUCKING STOP IT YOU STUPID FUCKING ASSHOLE BRAIN 


A knock at his hotel door, Nate looked through the spy hole, Chris was standing outside with his head bowed 
down, feet kicking at the carpet. Nate opened the door, Chris smiled, he closed the door behind him, pulled Nate 


into his arms and kissed him long and hard. 
Nate stared at Chris. "Where the hell did that come from?" 


‘Ive been thinking about you all night," Chris said with a shy smile. "Couldn't get you out of my head, my brain 


wouldn't stop making me think about you. | know that must sound fucking weird." 


Nate laughed. "No, it doesn't sound weird at all.” 


